TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
" That must be one of those thick-ankled ones,"
said Vincent. "They are broken in pieces when it
comes to childbirth."
Nobody asked why.    So I inquired,
" It's like this," he said, and he drew an oval on
the tablecloth. "Thick ankles go with an andro-
gynous pelvis, and an androgynous . . ."
Kinch emitted a loud guffaw.
Kinch had poor manners. His laughter was to
disguise his ignorance of the medical term for a man-
woman pair of hips, and to entice the hearer to placate
him and to provide the information that, once obtained,
he would pose as having known. He put you in the
wrong with his laugh. But I knew Kinch to the
bone, and it was not well covered; so I said, making it
as difficult for him to cod medicals as I could (for
he was only a medical student's pal, not a medical
by any means), "Vincent, let Kinch into this. He
knows damn all about Greek, and he hasn't the guts
to say so but he tries to laugh it off."
Vincent said, " Is that so ?" Then he went on to
explain that it was all very well for a male athlete to
have legs which could hold a coin in four places,
between the thighs, at the knees, calves and ankles,
but that wouldn't do for a woman. If they wanted
to make their bottoms (Vincent wasn't really coarse,
but we were all together and there were no ladies
present) look like men's they had better not go in
for child-bearing as a hobby, so to speak. It was
all wrong. There was no antero-posterior room for
the head. The child has to be born as if you wanted
to force one egg through another held sideways and
not on end. Now the true female pelvis is circular
and the conjugata vera . . .
"The thin-ankled ones for me," John yelled, ex-
cited, looking through the neck of a bottle of stout.
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